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I think he took particular pleasure in walking past Mr. Whitman's house, and so giving him a chance to air his feelings. It is curious how little incidents like this remain engraven on one's memory. I have forgotten so much connected with my childhood, but never that yellow dog " Berry " !
One day mother and father were away somewhere on a visit, and we were left in the charge of the governesses and of the old Scotch housekeeper.
It happened that the Prince and Princess of Wales were yachting in the Solent at the time, and that our " Uncle Harry" (Sir Harry Keppel, Admiral of the Fleet) was a guest on the Royal yacht.
Susan, Lady Waterford lived in lovely Highcliff Castle about three miles up the coast from where we were, and the King and Queen decided to pay her a visit with their children, who were all on board. So Uncle Harry, thinking it a good opportunity to see his nephews and nieces, of whom he was very fond, obtained permission of the Prince and Princess to send a boat off to fetch us for a picnic on the sands with the Royal children. The only stipulation my uncle made was that we should go unattended and be lejt to him to look after.
When this invitation came the excitement of governess and housekeeper was intense. What should the children wear was of course the first thought, and this is how they eventually dispatched us; my brother George had just got his first tail coat, he was arrayed in that, with white flannel trousers and a billy-cock hat. My eldest sister had her first long dress, and very long it was, according to the fashion of the day. That it was black serge mattered little, considering it was her smartest dress. My nextLOOKING BACK                     29
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